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,  quie.ly,  but  as  it  seemed  to  altogether  to  open  ber  autumn  i 
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me  with  an  undercurrent  of  emotion 
voice;  ‘I  did  not  misunderstand  him.  He 
meant  what  be  said,  and  I  would  have 
forced  the  truth  from  him,  whatever  hap- 
I  was  determined  to  make  him  show 


a  with 

the  play  which  had  been  ifcarly  decided  on 
before  they  left  London— a  flimsy  spectacular 
performance,  quite  unworthy  of  ber.  As 
soon  as  possible  she  win  make  important 
changes  in  the  troupe  who  are  to  be  with  ber, 


the  outer  wall  of  San  Foeca  till  they  Marie  tfcanght  him  mistaken!  -Isabel  Breth- 
should  come  back.  We  had  been  talk-  erton  weald  be  an  actress  yet  -  she  tuui 
ing  of  a  hundred  things— not  of  acting  genius  after  all”— “sh*  was  learning,  grow 
at  all;  of  the  pomegranate*,  of  which  she  had  ing,  developing  every  ^ •  Absurd . 


me  w  bat  he  felt.  That  London  season  was  and  at  the  beginning  of  September  she  is  com- 


sometimes  terrible  to  me.  1  seemed  to  my¬ 
self  to  be  living  in  two  worlds— one  a  world  in 
which  there  was  always  a  sea  of  faces  oppo¬ 
site  to  me,  or  crowds  about  me,  and  a  praise 


little  inner  world  of  people  I  cared  for  and 
respected,  who  looked  at  me  kindly,  and 
thought  for  me,  but  to  whom,  as  An  actress, 
I  was  just  of  no  account  at  all!  It  was  your 
brother  who  first  roused  that  sense  in  ra«.  it 
was  so  strange  and  painful,  for  how  could  I 
help  at  first  believing  in  all  the  hubbub  and 


ree  jhmg  ont  my 


'III 


“August  Id 

“It-  is  almost  a  week.  I  see,  since  I  wrote 
to  you  last.  During  that  time  we  have  seen 
a  great  deal  more  of  Miss  Bretherton,  some¬ 
times  in  company  with  her  belongings,  some¬ 
times  without  them,  and  my  impressions  of 
her  have  ripened  very  fast.  Oh,  my  dear 
Eustace,  you  have  been  hasty— all  the  world 
has  bee*  hasty.  Isabel  Bretherton’s  real 
t>if  is  only  now  coming  to  the  front,  and  it 
is  a  self  which,  as  I  say  to  myself  with  as¬ 
tonishment,  not  even  your  keen  eyes  have 
ever  seen— hardly  suspected  even.  Should  I, 
mvself  a  woman,  have  been  as  blind  to  a  applausef 
woman's  capabilities  I  wonder?  Very  likely!  “ ’Poor  rhi’d!’  I  said. 
These  si  *den  rich  developments  of  youth 
are  often  beyond  all  calculation. 

"Mr.  Wallaces  attitude  makes  me  realize 
more  than  I  otherwise  could  the  past  and 
present  condition  of  things.  He  comes  and 
talks  to  me  with  amazement  of  the  changes  ¥  Vs  j  ”j 

in  her  tone  and  outlook,  of  the  girl  s  sharp-  |  9  1  f  fj 

emng  intellect  and  growing  sensitiveness,  i  /T’a  u'!1,  ' 

and  as  he  recalls  incidents  and  traits  of  the  I  jj  •  '  I  l  (  I  I  | 
London  season— confessions  or  Judgments  or  .  ^  9  *  ' 
blunders  of  hers,  and  puts  them  beside  the 
impression  which  he  sees  her  to  be  making  on 
Paul  and  myself— I  begin  to  understand  from 
his  talk  and  his  bewilderment  something  of  ; 
the  real  nature  of  the  case.  Intellectually, 
it  has  been  the  ugly  duckling’  over  again. 

Uoder  u.l  the  crude,  unfledged  imperfection 
of  her  young  performance,  you  people  who 
have  watched  her  with  your  trained  critical 
eyes  seem  to  me  never  to  have  suspected  the 
coming  wings,  the  strange  nascent  power, 
w met,  u  only  now  asserting  itself  in  the  light 
®f  day. 

*•  ‘What  has  Eustace  been  aboutr  said  Paul 
to  me  last  night,  after  we  bad  all  returned 
from  rambling  round  and  round  the  moonlit 
piazza,  and  he  had  been  describing  to  me  his 
talk  with  her.  ‘He  ought  to  have  seen  fur¬ 
ther  ahead.  That  creature  is  only  just  begin¬ 
ning  to  live,  and  it  will  be  a  life  worth  hav¬ 
ing.  He  Las  kindled  it,  too,  as  much  as 
anybody.  Of  course,  we  have  not  seen  ber 
act  yet,  and  ignorant — yes,  she  is  certainly 
ignorant — though  not  90  much  as  I  imagined. 

But  as  for  natural  power  and  delicacy  of 
mind,  there  can  be  no  question  at  all  about 
them!1 

"  -I  don’t  know  that  Eustace  did  question 
them,’  1  said.  ‘He  thought  simply  that  she 
had  no  conception  of  what  her  pxl  really  re¬ 
quired  of  her,  and  never  would  have  because 
of  her  popularity.’ 

“To  which  Paul  replied  that,  as  far  as  he 
could  make  out,  nobody  thought  more  meanly*  I 
of  her  popularity  than  she  did,  and  be  has 
been  talking  a  great  deal  to  her  about  her 
season.  |j 

“  ‘I  never  saw  a  woman  at  a  more  critical  ; 
or  interesting  point  of  development,’  he  ex¬ 
claimed  at  last,  striding  up  and  dowia  and  so 
absoriied  iu  the  subject  that  I  could  nave  al¬ 
most  laughed  at  his  eagerness.  ‘Something  | 
or  other,  luckily  for  her,  set  her  on  the  right 
track  three  months  ago,  and  it  is  apparently  j 
a  nature  on  which  nothing  is  lost.  One  can 
see  it  in  the  wuy  in  which  6he  tabes  Venice; 
there  isn't  a  scrap  of  her,  little  as  she  knows 
about  it,  that  isn't  keen  and  interested  )and 
wide  awake!’ 

“  ‘Well,  after  all,’  I  reminded  him  as  he 
was  settling  down  to  his  books,  ‘we  know 
nothing  about  her  as  an  actress.’ 


ing  to  stay  three  weeks  with  ns  in  Paris,  and,  in 
all  probability  (though  the  world  is  to  know 
nothing  of  it),  Perrault  of  the  Conservatoire, 
who  is  a  | 


■let  n inn  in  her  lap;  of  the  gray  slum¬ 
berous  warmth  of  the  day,  or  the  ragged 
children  who  pestered  os  for  coppers— and 
then  suddenly,  I  asked  her  whether  she 
would  answer  me  a  personal  question:  Was 
there  any  grudge  in  her  mind  toward  me  for 


t _ =  _  Absurd!  He 

Ible  to  keep  "his  critical  estimate  of 
i  and  his  personal  admiration  of 
i  separate  from  oue  another.  But 
ly  Mane's  head  had  been  confuse!. 
_ jj  ber  heart.  And  then  little  by  lit¬ 
tle  his  iBffieduiity  had  yielded  and  his  point 


h&il 
the  act 
the  woi 
evidentl; 
misled  bj 


great  friend  of  oars,  will  give  her  a  anything  I  had  said  and  done  in  London  or  of  view  had  changed.  Instead  of  impatience 
ringing  in  my  ears  which  was  enough  t  .  turn  .good  deal  of  positive  teaching.  This  last  ar-  others  to  say  and  do  for  me?  of  MarieV  laxity  of  judgment,  «  hat  he  bad 

anybody’s  heaJ,  but  which  after  a  while  re-  range  men  t  is  particularly  exasperating  to  -ghe  was  much  startled,  and  colored  a  been  fieroaly  conscious  of  for  days  was  jeal 
peliedmeasif  there  was  something  bumii-  jfcr.  WorralL  He  regards  It  as  sure  to  be  good  deal,  but  she  said  very  steadily:  *  I  feel  oosy  of  Fhu!  de>  Chatcanvieux-  jealousy  of 
iating  in  it;  and  then  on  the  other  side,  a  known,  a  ridiculous  confession  of  weakness  DO  sort  of  grudge;  I  never  had  any  cause.’  his  opportunities,  his  influence,  his^  relarion 
on  Isabel’s  part,  and  so  on.  However,  f 


spite  of  his  wrath  and  the  aunt's  sullen  or 
tearful  disapproval,  she  has  stood  firm,  and 
matters  ore  s<* arranged.” 

“Saturday  night,  August  25. 

“This  evening  we  persuaded  ner  at  last  to 
give  us  some  scenes  of  Joliet.  How  I  wish 
you  could  have  been  here!  It  was  one  of 
those  experiences  which  remain  with  one  as  a 
sort  of  j>erpetual  witness  to  the  poetry  which 
life  holds  in  it,  and  may  yield  up  to  one  at 
sdj  moment  It  was  in  our  little  g&ielen' 
the  moon  was  high  above  the  booses  oppo¬ 
site,  and  the  narrow  canal  running  past  our 


do  sort  of  grudge;  I  never  had  any 
‘Well,  then,’  I  went  on,  throwing  myself 


down  on  the  grass  before  her  that  I  might 
really  see  her  expression,  ‘if  you  bear  me  no 
grudge,  if  you  feel  kindly  towards  me,  will 
you  help  me  to  undo  a  great  mistake  of 


opportunities,  I 

towards  that  keen,  sweet  nature.  That,  too. 


bad  been  one  of  his  dreams  of  the  future— 
the  dream  of  tutoring  and  training  her  young, 
unformed  intelligence.  He  had  done  some¬ 
thing  towards  it;  he  had.  as  it  were,  touched 

_  the  spring  which  had  set  free  all  this  new  and 

“She  looked  at  me  with  parted  lips  and  unexpected  store  of  power.  But,  if  be  bad 
eyes  which  seemed  to  be  trying  to  find  out  planted,  others  had  watered  and  others  would 
from  my  face  wnat  I  meant.  ‘Will  you.’ I  reap.  In  this  great  cri  is  of  her  fortunes  he 
said,  hurrying  on, ‘will  you  take  from  me  had  been  Both  ing  to  ber.  Other  voices  and 
“Elvira,"  and  do  what  you  like  with  it T  other  hands  bad  guided  and  directed  her. 
Anri  then,  do  you  know  what  happened?  Her  Her  kindly,  grateful  messages  only  stung  and 
lips  quivered  and  I  thought  she  was  on  the  tortured  him.  Tney  seemed  to  him  the  tucr- 
_  .  point  of  tears,  but  suddenly  the  nervousuem  est  friendly  commonplace.  In  reality  her 

tide  railing  into  the  Grand  canal  was  a  shin-  Q(  of  us  seemed  to  strike  the  other,  and  bfe  had  passed  out  of  his  ken;  her  nature 

ing  streak  of  silver.  The  air  was  balmy  and  we  both  Laughed— she  long  and  helplessly,  as  had  flo were  1  into  a  new  perfection,  and  he 

absolutely  still;  no  more  perfect  setting  to  if  she  could  not  help  herself. 


••/boi-cAi/tf.r’  I  said. 

band  for  one  of  hers.  ‘Did  Eu<ta.-.  m  ike 
himself  disagreeable  to  you!’ 

“ ‘It  was  more.  I  think.’  she  answered,  as 
if  reflecting,  ‘the  standard  he  always  seemed 
to  carry  about  with  him  than  anything  con¬ 
nected  with  my  own  work.  At  least,  of 
course,  1  mean  before  that  Num-h'ant  •  lay. 
Ah,  that  Nunehani  day'  It  cut  deep.' 

"She  turned  iwa  v  from  me  and  leaned  over 
thesideof  ibehnur,s.i  that  I.  could  n<  :  see 
her  face. 

"  ‘You  forced  it  out  of  Eustace,  \  >u  kn  >w,’ 
I  said,  trying  to  laugh  at  her,  y.  u  •  n  un¬ 
promising  young  person  1  Of  ns  let¬ 
tered  himself  that  you  forgot  a  1  his 

preaching  the  moment  you  p>t  I  -  Ten 
always  make  theiusehe-  Lm<-v»>  mi  -  t  tey 
want  to  believe.’ 

" ‘Why  should  be  want  tnU  '  e,  .  .he 
replied  quickly.  *1  had  ha i f  tor.— s-..  it,  I 
had  forced  it  from  him.  and  yet  1  K-.t  t  like 
a  blow!  It  cost  me  a  sleepless  u. gut.  and 
some— well, some  very  bitter  tears  V.  i  Uat 
the  tears  were  a  new  experience,  i!""  :  ten, 
after  all  that  noise  at  the  theatre,  have  I 
gone  home  and  cried  myself  to  sleep  <n  .  i  ihe 
impossibility  of  doing  what  I  wanted  to  do, 
of  moviug  those  hundreds  of  people,  *>f  mak¬ 
ing  them  feel  and  of  putting  my  own  feeling 
into  shape!  But  that  night,  and  with  my 
sente  of  illness  just  then,  I  saw  myself- 
it  seemed  tome  quite  iu  the  near  t  or  tire— 


Shakes;  care  or  to  Juliet  could  have  been 
imagined.  Paul  sat  at  a  little  table  In  front 
of  the  rest  of  us;  he  was  to  read  Romeo  and 
the  Nurse  in  the  scenes  she  had  chosen,  while 
in  the  background  were  the  Worrells  and 
Lucy  Bretherton  (the  little  crippled  sister), 
Mr.  Wallace  and  myself.  She  1  the  bal¬ 
cony  scene,  the  morning  scene  with  Romeo, 
the  scene  with  the  Nurse  after  Tybalt’s  death 
and  the  scene  of  the  philter.  There  is  an  old 
sundial  iu  the  garden,  which  caught  the 
;  moonbeams.  She  leaned  her  arms  upon  it, 
her  eyes  fixed  upon  the  throbbing,  moonlit 
sky.  her  white  brocaded  dress  glistening  here 
and  ibere  in  the  pale  light — a  vision  of  per¬ 
fect  benuty.  And  when  she  began  her  sigh¬ 
ing  appeal— 

O,  Romeo,  Romeo,  wherefore  art  thou,  Romeo?— 
it  seemed  to  me  as  if  the  night— the  passion¬ 
ate  Italian  night— had  found  its  voice — the 
only  vow  which  fitted  it. 

“Afterwards  I  tried  as  much  as  possible  to 
shake  off  the  impressions  peculiar  to  the 
scene  itself  to  think  of  her  under  the  ordi¬ 
nary  conditions  of  the  stage,  to  judge  her 
purely  wan  actress.  In  the  love  scenes  there 
seemed  hardly  anything  to  find  fault  with.  I 
thought  1  cou'd  trace  in  many  places  the  in¬ 
fluence  of  her  constant  dramatic  talks  and  ex¬ 
ercises  with  Paul.  The  flow  of  passion  was 
continuous  and  electric,  but  marked  by  all 
the  simpleness,  all  the  sweetness,  all  the 
young  winsome  extravagance  which  belong  , 
to  JuileL  The  great  scene  with  the  Nurse 
had  many  fine  things  in  It;  she  had  evidently 
worked  hard  at  it  line  by  line,  and  that 
speech  of  Jtliet’s  with  its  extraordinary  dra¬ 
matic  capabilities— 

Shall  I  speak  ill  of  him  that  is  my  husband? 
was  given  with  admirable  variety  and  sup¬ 
pleness  of  intonation.  The  dreary  sweetness 
of  her 

r  Banished!  that  one  word  banished!  j 

still  Lies  with  me,  and  her  gestures  as  she 


'Presently  she  looked  up,  with  her  great 
eyes  swimming  in  tears,  and  tried  to  impress 
on  me  that  I  was  speaking  hastily ;  that  I  had 
an  ideal  for  that  play  she  could  never  prom¬ 
ise  to  reach ;  that  it  was  my  friendship  for 
her  that  made  me  change  my  mied;  that 
there  might  be  practical  difficulties  now  that 
so  many  arrangements  had  been  mad*,  and 
so  on.  But  I  would  not  listen  to  ber.  I  bad 
it  all  ready ;  I  had  an  actor  to  propose  to  her 
for  Macias,  and  even  the  costumes  iu  my 
mind,  ready  to  sketch  for  her,  if  need  were. 
Forbes,  I  suggested,  might  and  would  direct' 
the  setting  of  the  piece;  no  one  could  do  it 
with  more  perfect  knowledge  or  a  more  ex¬ 
quisite  taste;  and  for  her,  as  we  both  knew, 
he  would  turn  scene  painter,  if  necessary. 
And  so  I  rambled  on,  soothing  her  shaken 
feelings  and  my  own  until  she  had  let  me  be¬ 
guile  ber  out  of  her  attitude  of  reluctance 
and  shrinking  into  one  at  least  of  common 
interest. 

“But  by  the  time  the  others  came  back  I 
bad  not  got  a  direct  consent  out  of  her  and 
all  the  way  home  she  was  very  silent.  I,  of 
course,  got  anxious,  and  began  to  think  that 
my  blunder  had  bem  irreparable;  but,  at  any 
rate,  I  was  determined  not  to  let  the  thing 
linger  on.  So  that  when  the  Cbateauvieux 
asked  me  to  stay  and  sup  with  them  and  ber, 

I  supped,  aud  afterwards  in  the  garden  boldly 
brought  it  out  before  them  all  and  apjiealed 
to  your  sister  for  help.  I  knew  that  both  she 
and  her  husband  were  acquainted  with  what 
had  happened  at  Oxford,  and  I  supposed  that 
Miss  Bretherton  would  know  that  they  were, 
so  that  it  was  awkward  enough.  Only  that 
women,  when  they  please,  have  such  tact, 
such  an  art  of  smoothing  over  and  ignoring 
the  rough  places  of  life,  that  one  often  with 
them  gets  through  a  difficult  thing  without 
realizing  how  difficult  it  is.  M.  de  Chateau- 
vieux  smoked  a  loug  time  and  said  nothing, 
then  he  asked  me  a  great  many  questions 
about  the  play,  and  finally  gave  no  opinion. 


^AKlN* 
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had  not  been  there  to  see  or  to  help.  She 
would  nefer  connect  him  with  the  incidents 
or  the  influences  which  had  transformed  ex¬ 
istence  to|ier.  and  would  probably  irrevooa-  stretnrtb 

bly  cbanjl  the  whole  outline  of  her  future  !  wmi-eilti'onviili  ibe  niultliu.i*  «.f  lew  tent. 
Once  be  bad  wounded  and  startled  ber  and  8b.>ri  weui  t  alum  or  i  i  owner*. 

had  despaired  for  awhile  of  undoing  the  im-  Wp  i«  ca  -t  Royal  Bakinu  Powder  t'o  .  R* 
presioti  made  upon  her.  But  now  be  felt  no  St  .  N.  ^ 

quick  anxiety,  no  fear  how  things  might 
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•We  shall  see.’ he  said;  *1  will  find  out  Krown  au‘i  US>>%  a  forgotten  failure, 
-  something  about  that  too  before  long,’  w\thoM  f“-v  uof , thos*  niemor.es  which  con- 

”  j  s®  hasp  sole  people  who  have  been  great  wheu  they 

“August  17-19.  |  must  give  up.  I  felt  myself  struggling 

•  FRul  has  been  devoting  himself  more  and  against  such  a  weight  of  iguoran-o,  of  bad 
more  to  the  beauty,  Mr.  Wallace  aud  I  look-  habits,  of  unfavorable  surroundings.  How 
ing  on  with  considerable  amusement  and  in-  1  was  I  ever  to  get  free  ondtoie  vrse  tliat 
terest;  and  this  afternoon,  finding  it  in-  ;  judgment  of  Mr.  Kehdal'sf  My  very  su 
tolerable  that  Miss  Bretherton  has  not  even  a  »*ood  in  my  wav.  How  was  “Miss  Brother. 


paced  restlessly  along  the  little  strip  of  moon-  !  I  was  almost  in  despair-she  said  so  little- 
lit  path  The  speech  before  she  takes  the  nntii  jUst  as  I  was  going  away  with  ‘Elvira’s’ 
potion  was  the  least  satisfactory  of  all;  the  fate  still  quite  unsettled,  she  said  to  me  with 
ghastliness  and  horror  of  it  are  beyond  her  a  smj]e  and  a  warm  pressure  of  the  hand: 
resources  as  yet;  she  could  not  infuse  them  .To_morrow  come  and  see  me  and  I  will  tell 
with  that  terrible  beauty  which  Desforets  TOUyesornor 

would  bave  given  to  every  line.  But  where  ,.  (ud  ^  i  have  been  to  see  ber,  and 
is  the  English  actress  that  has  ever  yet  sue-  the  njgbt  ha3  brought  good  luck!  For 

‘Elvira,’  my  dear  Kendal,  will  be  produced 
oa  or  about  the  20th  of  November,  iu  this 
yea;-  of  grace,  and  Isabel  Bretherton  will 
play  the  heroine,  and  your  friend  is  already 
plunged  in  business,  and  aglow  with  hope 


ceedcd  in  it? 

“We  were  all  silent  for  a  minute  after  her 
great  cry— 

Romeo,  Romeo,  Romeo,  I  drink  to  thee! 

“  ‘I  can’t  do  it,  that  speech;  I  can’t  do  itP 


bowing  acquaintance  with  any  of  his  favor¬ 
ite  plays,  Augier,  Dumas,  Victor  Hugo  or 
anything  eke,  he  has  been  reading  aloud  to 
us  m  tho  garden,  running  on  from  scene  to 
scene  and  speech  to  speech,  translating  as  be 
went— she  in  rapt  attention,  and  he  gesticu¬ 
lating  und  spouting,  and,  except  for  an  occa¬ 
sional  queer  rendering  that  made  us  laugh, 
gelt  ing  on  capitally  vitfc  his  English.  She 
was  enchant)  d  y  and  tne  excite¬ 
ment  of  *  *  -,nd  every  now  &n-l 

-  .  with  a  little  im- 
l  *uu  i epeat  the 
«  lira  with  an  ini- 
•  comprehension, 

Ufaction  out  of 
•d  a  strong  and 
sell  and  Mr.  Wallace. 

Wallace  might  stare  as  ha 
••*«!;  the  two  people  concerned  were  totally 
unconscious  of  the  rest  of  us,  until  at  List, 
after  t:-  great  death  scene  in  the  ’Nuit 


ton"  to  put  herself  to  school?’ 

“  ’But  now.’  I  said  to  her  warinl; 
have  got  free;  or,  rather,  you  are  ou  the  way 
to  freedom.’ 

“She  thought  a  little  without  speaking, 
her  chin  resting  on  her  hand,  ber  elbow  on 
her  knee.  W o  were  passing  the  great  red 
brown  mat,  of  tho  Armenian  convent.  She 
seemed  to  lie  drinking  in  the  dazzling  har¬ 
monies  of  blue  and  warm  brown  and  ; nearly 
light.  When  she  did  speak  again  it  was  very 
slowly,  as  though  sho  were  trying  to  give 
words  to  a  number  of  complex  impressions. 

“  ‘Yes,’  she  said;  ‘it  seems  to  me  that  I  am 
different;  but  I  can’t  tell  exactly  how  or 
why.  1  see  all  sorts  of  new  possibdities,  new 
meanings  everywhere;  that  is  oue  half  >>f  it! 
But  tho  other,  and  the  greater,  half  is — h  jw 
to  make  all  these  new  feelings  aud  any  new 
knowledge  which  may  come  to  mo  tell  oa  my 


It  wants  more  work,’ said  Paul;  ’you’d  expectation.  How  I  wish— how  we  all 

*'  ‘  *  -  'rr  wish  that  you  were  herel  I  feel  more  and 

more  penitent  towards  you.  It  was  you  who 
gave  the  impulse  of  which  the  results  are 
ripening,  and  you  ought  to  be  here  with  us 
now  playing  in  the  body  that  friend’s  part 
when  we  all  yield  you  so  readily  in  spirit, 
‘Tell  Mr.  Kendal,’  were  almost  her  last  words 
to  me,  ‘that  I  cannot  say  how  much  I  owe  to 
his  influence  and  his  friendship.  He  first 
opened  my  eyes  to  so  many  things.  He  was 
so  kind  to  me  even  nh™  i»<»  thought  least  of 
me.  I  hope  I  shall  win  a  word  of  praise  from 


get  it.  But  the  rest  was  admirable.  Yon 
must  have  worked  very  hard!’ 

“  ‘So  I  have,’  she  said,  brightening  at  the 
warmth  of  his  praise.  ‘But  Diderot  is  wrong, 
wrong,  wrong !  When  I  could  once  reach  the 
feeling  of  the  Tybalt  speech,  when  l  could 
once  bate  him  for  killing  Tybalt  in  the 
breath  in  which  I  loved  him  for  being 
Romeo,  all  was  easy ;  gesture  and  movement 
came  to  me;  I  learned  them,  and  the  thing 
was  done.* 

“The  reference,  of  course,  meant  that  Pan! 


reading  to  her  his  favorite ‘Para-  I  him  yet!’  There!  I  trust  that  will  rouso  a 
le  Comedien,’  and  that  she  bad  been  J  uttle  pleasant  conceit  in  you.  She  meant  it. 


Blanche,’  Paul  throw  down  the  book  alofiost  °f  faers,  an!  ber  face  rippled  with  laughter, 
with  a  sob.  and  she,  rising  .*»  -  ’  ...  .  — 


somewhere  iu  her  eves 

‘Explain  to  me.  please.  b4w 


i  to  b« 


Do  v 


_  with  a  burst  of 
feeling,  held  out  her  white  arms  towards  an 
imaginary  lover,  and  with  extraordinary 
skiilan  l  memory  repeated  the  substance  of 
the  heroine's  Lot  speeches: 

"  ‘AchiJIe,  l«loved!  my  eyes  are  dim— the 
mists  of  d-Nith  are  gathering.  Q  Achille!  the 
white  cottage  by  the  river— the  nest  in  the 
reed.*— your  face  and  mine  in  tho  water— tho 
blue  heaven  t<elow  us  in  the  stream— O  joy, 
quick!  those  hands,  those  lips!  But  listen, 
listen!  it  is  tho  cruel  win  1  rising,  rising;  it 
•  hills  me  i  i  the  bone;  it  chokes,  it  stifles  me! 

I  cannot  s«>e  the  river,  and  the  cottage  is  gone, 
and  the  sun  (>  Achille,  it  is  dark,  so  dark ! 

Gather  me  close,  beloved!— closer!  closer!  O 
death  is  kind— tender,  like  your  touch!  1 
have  no /ears— none!’ 

“She  sank  hack  into  her  chair.  Anything 
more  pathetic,  more  noble  than  her  intona¬ 
tion  of  those  words  could  not  have  been 
imagine*!.  Desforets  herself  could  not  have 
*pok-n  them  with  a  more  simple,  a  more 
piercing  tenderness.  I  was  so  confused  by  a 
multitude  of  conflicting  feelings— my  own 
impressions  and  yours,  the  realities  of  the 
present  position  and  the  possibilities  of  the 
future — that  I  forgot  to  a|«plaud  ber.  It  was 
the  first  tune  I  had  had  any  glimpse  at  all  of 
her  dramatic  power,  and,  rough  and  imper 
feet  as  the  tost  was,  it  seemed  to  me  enough. 

I  have  not  been  so  devoted  to  the  Francois, 
and  to  some  of  the  |<eople  connected  with  it. 
for  ten  years  for  nothing!  Une  gets  a  kind 
of  insight  from  long  habit,  which,  1  think,  cm-’ 
may  trust.  Ob,  you  blind  Eustace,  how  could 
'  ou  forget  that  fora  creature  so  full  of  primi 
t ivo  energy,  so  rich  in  the  stuff  of  life,  noth 
mg  is  irreparable?  Education  has  passed  her 
by.  Well,  she  will  go  to  find  her  education 
fth©  will  make  a  teacher  out  of  every  friend, 

*<ut  of  every  sensation.  Incident  and  feeling 
praise  and  dispraise  will  all  alike  tend  to 
mold  the  sensitive,  plastic  material  into 
shape.  So  far  as  she  may  have  remained 
<  ut»ide  her  art,  the  art.  no  doubt.  hasLeen  n 
conventional  appendage,  and  little  \nore 
I  raining  would  have  giren  her  gooJ  con¬ 
ventions,  whereas  she  has  only  picked  pp  bad 
and  imperfect  ones.  But  no  training  could 
have  given  her  what  she  will  evidently  soon 
develop  for  herself,  that  force  aud  flame  of 
imagination  which  fuses  together  instrument 
and  idea  m  one  great  artistic  whole.  Sb. 
has  that  imagination.  You  can  see  it  m  he: 
response vo  ways,  her  quick,  sensitive  emo 
tion.  Only  let  it  be  roused  and  guided  to  a 
certain  height,  and  it  will  overleap  the  bar 
riers  which  have  hemmed  it  in,  and  pou: 
itself  into  the  channels  made  ready  for  it  by 
her  art. 

“There,  at  least,  you  have  my  strong  im 
pression.  It  is,  m  many  ways,  at  variance 
with  some  of  my  most  cbenshed  principles 
for  both  you  and  I  are  perhaps  inclined  n 
overrate  tne  value  of  education,  wbethtr 
technical  or  general,  in  its  effect  on  the  ind: 
viduality  And,  of  course,  a  better  technical 
preparation  would  have  saved  Isabel  Bretbe.  - 
ton  an  immense  amount  of  Ume,  would  ha\  e 
prevented  her  from  contracting  a  hurt  of  bad 
habits — all  u (  which  she  will  kav*  to  uulefcru 
But  the  root  c*<  the  matter  is  in  her;  of  that 
I  am  sure,  and  whatever  weight  of  host;.* 
circumstance  may  be  against  her,  she  will, 
she  keep*  ber  health— a*  to  which  I  am  koci 
times,  like  you.  a  little  anxiouv — Onewk 
through  it  ail  and  triumph. 

“But  if  you  not  understand  ber  quit.', 
you  have  eoormously  helped  her .  so  much  1 
will  ted  you  for  y  jut  comfort.  She  mid  U 
me  yesterday  abruptly— we  were  alone  in 
our  guodoU,  far  out  on  the  lagoon—  Dal 

your  brother  ever  tell  you  of  a  conversation  _  „  __ 

he  and  I  had  in  the  woods  at  Nuueham  about  choom  ber  plar*  for  ber.  bel;»i  t>T  Mr  RoL- 
*  pUyr-  adrim  ber  aa  to  ber  fei)ow„rtors 

Yea,  I  answered  with  outward  boldness,  »*»d  ber  behavior  in  society,  and  all  of 
but  a  Utt-e  inward  trephlauou .  •  1  have  not  course,  with  a  shrewd  eye  to  the  family  orofit 
known  anything  distress  bun  *>  mtnfa  tor  and  aa  bale  regard  as  oewd  be  to  an r  facto* 
a  long  lima.  He  thought  you  had  atisunder  Real  conception  of  art. 

^ 004  hiu*  “Now.  however,  Isabel  has  amerted  herself 

In  several  unexpected  war*.  She  has  refused 


had  been 

doxe  sur  la  Comedien,’  and  that  she  had  been  j  Uttle  pleasant  conceit  in  you.  She  meant  it, 
stimulated,  but  not  converted,  tJy  the  famous  it  is  true.  I  must  go  off  and  work  at 

contention  that  the  actor  should  be  the  mere  many  things.  To-morrow  or  next  day,  after 

cold  and  tranquil  spectator,  tho  imitator  of  furtber  talk  with  her,  I  shal!  set  off 

other  men  s  feelings,  while  possessing  none  of  homeward,  look  up  Forbes  and  begin  opera- 
his  own.  He  naturally  ww.ld  have  argued,  !  tioQi  She  will  be  in  town  about  three  weeks 
but  I  would  not  have  it  and  made  her  rest.  from  now-as  you  know  she  is  going  to  stay 
She  was  quite  worn  out  by  the  effort,  and  I  ^  ^  your  Bister  ^  Pari3_and  then  we 
do  not  l.k?  this  excessive  fatigue  of  hers.  I  Bban  have  hard  work  till  about  the  middle 
often  wonder  whether  the  life,  she  is  leading  cf  November,  when  I  suppose  the  play  will 

art.’  Aud  then  sh,  changed  altegether  with  £e 

through  more  brain  waste  than  she  has  ever  ^  Worrail  will  probably  be  furious  over 
done  in  her  life  beforel  Paul  is  throwing  the  delay,  but  she  has  developed  a  will  of  her 
his  whole  energies  into  one  thing  only,  the  own 

training  of  Miss  Bretherton,  and  he  is  a  man  mAu  revoir,  then.  You  must  have  had  a 

01  forty-eight,  with  an  immense  experience,  -  •  ... 


whom  the 
and  quick! 
selfish,  co vi 
Oh,  buti 
ful  and  he  r 
ideal  and  : 


turn,  cnly  a  settled  flat  consciousness  of  di¬ 
vision,  of  A  life  that  had  once  been  near  to  his 
swept  away  from  him  forever,  of  diverging 
roads  which  no  kindly  fate  would  ever  join 
again. 

For,  bvtbo  end  of  this  timo  of  solitary 
waiting,  his  change  of  attitude  was  complete. 
It  was  evident  to  him  that  his  anticipation 
of  her  fa.lxre,  potent  as  it  bad  been  over  his 
life,  had  never  been  half  so  real,  half  so 
vivid,  as  this  new  and  strange  foreboding  of 
ber  true  success.  Mario  must  be  right.  He 
had  been  ft  mere  blind,  hair  splitting  pedant, 
judging  Isabel  Bretherton  by  principles  and 
standards  which  left  out  of  count  the  inborn 
energy,  the  natural  power  of  growth,  of  such 
a  personality  as  hers.  And  the  more  he  had 
once  doubted,  the  more  be  now  lielieved. 
Yes,  she  Would  be  great— she  would  make  j 
her  way  into  that  city  of  the  mind  iu  which 
ho  himself  bad  made  his  dwelling  place;  she, 
too,  would  enter  upon  the  world  s  vast  iuheri-  i 
tanee  of  knowledge.  She  would  become,  if 
only  her  physical  frame  proved  equal  to  the 
demands  tipon  it,  one  of  that  little  band  of 
interpreters,  of  ministers  of  tho  idea,  by 
*  itellectual  life  of  a  society  is  fed 
ted.  Was  he  so  lost  in  liis  own 
ous  need  as  not  to  rejoice? 
le  was  a  woman — she  was  beauti-  ■ 
ived  her !  Do  what  he  would,  all  I 
impersonal  considerations  fell  ut-  [ 
terly  away  from  him.  Day  by  day  he  knew 
more  of  Lkown  heart;  day  by  day  the  phi¬ 
losopher  grew  weaker  in  him  and  the  man’s 
claim  fieroRr.  Before  him  perpetually  were 
two  figure* of  a  most  human  aud  practical 
reality.  He  saw  a  great  actress  absorbed  in 
the  excitement  of  the  most  stimulating  of 
lives,  her  power  ripening  from  year  to  year, 
her  fame  growing  and  widening  with  time; 
and  beside,  this  brilliant  vision  he  saw  him¬ 
self,  the  quiet  man  of  letters,  with  tho  enthu¬ 
siasms  of  youth  behind  him,  the  calm  of  mid¬ 
dle  age  before  him.  What  possible  link  could 
there  be  between  them? 

At  last  Wallace's  letter  cleared  still  further 
the  issues  of  the  conflict,  or  rather  it  led  to 
Kendal's  making  a  fatalist  compact  with  j 
himself.  He  was  weary  of  the  struggle,  and 
it  seemed  to  him  that  he  must  somehow  or 
other  escape  from  the  grip  in  which  his  life 
was  held.  He  must  somehow  deaden  this 
sense,  this  bitter  sense  of  loss,  if  it  were  only  j 
by  postponing  the  latt  renunciation.  He 
'would  go  b»ck  to  his  w  ork  and  force  himself 
not  to  hate  it.  It  wr«s  his  only  refuge,  and 
he  must  cling  to  it  for  dear  life.  And  he 
would  not  ice  her  again  till  the  night  of  the 
first  perfoftnauce  of  “Elvira.”  Sho  would 
be  in  London  in  a  month’s  time,  but  he  would 
toko  ewe  to  t>c  out  or  reacu.  lie  would  no- 
meet  those  glorious  eyes  or  touch  that  hand 
again  till  the  die  was  cast— upou  the  fata  of 
“Elvu-a”  he  staked  his  own.  The  decision 
brought  him  «  strange  kind  of  peace,  and  he 
went  back  to  his  papers  and  books  like  a  man 
who  has  escaped  from  the  grasp  of  some 
deadly  phyAcal  ill  into  a  period  of  compara¬ 
tive  ease  and  relief. 

rTttbe  continued  next  week  ) 


Montclair  Boys’  School. 

MoYICAR  Jt  DOW.  Proprietors. 

k  Day  and  Boarding  School  for  Boys. 

FALL  TERM  OPENS  SEPTEMBER  18. 

A  Full  Course  of  Study,  beginning  with 
the  Primary  Department  and  preparing 
for  College  or  Business.  Special  arrange¬ 
ments  have  been  mad  »  for  the  convey¬ 
ance  of  pupils  from  the  Station  to  the 
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to  advisable.  For  Catalogue  and  Informa-  25  jh*s  All  Wool  Ingrain  (Wj 
tlon  aedress  or  call  on 

J.  G.  McVICAR, 

Principal. 

IReeidence  Union  St.,  near  Fullerton  Av 


COLEMAN 

COLLEGE.  Newark.  N.  J. 

Boys,  Middle  Aged  men  and  Yoi  no  Ladies. 
Trained  lor  asui-cessful  start  In  business  life  at 

Coleman  College,  707  to  713  Broad  St. 

Newark,  S.  J. 

The  largest  and  most  popular  school  In  the 

country.  Course  «•!  study . .  theory  with 

practice  by  a  system  <•!  business  transactions 
rmsed  on  real  valu>-s.  vacations.  Karos  low 
Graduates  asei-rod  t-1  sltuath.ns. 

The  OoiJt-gcjJournal  and  Illustrated  Catalogue 
mailed  on  application. 
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HOUSEHOLD  FURNITURE. 
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regijlHt' price  $10,  1,  ■ 

Reduction  of  20  Per  Cenf  in  Every  Department. 

Credit  Given  if  Desjjyed  at  these  Prices. 
Goods  Delivered  Free  of  Clu|e  to  Aoy  Cart  o!  the  Sid  if 

Amos  KZ.  Van  Horn, 
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Near  Pl^jne  Sjt-^  i 

NEWARK,  N.  J. 


oue  of  those  delightful  swift  transf  >rmation» 


•At  present  the  chief  result  of  the  difference, 
whatever  it  may  be,  seems  to  be  to  make  me 
most  unmanageable  at  home.  1  am  forever 
disagreeing  with  my  people,  saying  I  can’t 
do  this  on  1  I  won’t  do  that.  1  am  g-  ring  to 
enjoy  having  my  own  way  iu  the  most  ubvm- 
iuable  manner. ’  And  then  sho  caught  my 
hand,  that  was  holding  hers,  between  tiotb 
her  own,  and  gaid  half  laughing  and  hal/  iu 
earnest : 

“  ‘Did  you  ever  realize  that  I  don't  know 
any  single  language  besides  my  own— not 
even  French?  That  I  can’t  read  any  French 
book  or  any  French  play  C 

•“Well,’ I  said,  half  laughing,  to,  ‘it  is 
very  astonishing.  And  you  uuow  ;t  can  t  go 
on  if  you  are  to  do  what  I  think  you  will  da 
Frencn  you  i*ositively  must  learn,  ami  learn 
quickly.  I  don’t  mean  to  say  that  wc  haven’t 
good  plays  and  a  tradition  of  our  owu ;  but 
for  the  moment  France  is  the  center  of  your 
art,  and  you  rauuot  remain  at  a  distance 
from  it!  The  French  have  organ ized  their 
know  let  ige;  tt  is  available  for  all  who  coma 
Ours  is  still  floatiug  and  amateurish* - 

“And  so  on.  You  may  ituagmo  i:  my 
dear  Eustace;  I  spare  you  any  more  of  it  ver¬ 
batim.  After  I  had  talkc-1  away  for  a  long 
timo,  and  brought  it  all  lack  to  th  >  absolute 
necessity  that  she  should  know  Freuch  and 
become  acquainted  w  ith  French  acting  and 
French  dramatic  ideals,  she  puilled  mo  up  in 


and  she  a  gud  of  twenty -one,  with  everything 
to  learn,  and  as  easily  excited  as  he  is  capa¬ 
ble  of  exciting  her.  I  really  must  keep  him 
in  check. 

“Mr.  Wallace,  when  we  had  sent  her  home 
across  tho  canal— their  apartment  is  on  the 
other  side,  further  up  towards  the  railway 
station — could  not  say  enough  to  me  of  his 
amazement  at  the  change  in  her. 

“•What  have  you  done  to  her?*  he  asked. 

‘I  can  hardly  recognize  the  old  Miss  Brether¬ 
ton  at  alL  is  It  really  not  yet  four  months 
since  your  brother  and  I  went  to  see  her  in 
the  “White  Lady!”  Why,  you  have  be- 

^er ''  \  lessons— under  the  rose.  Happy  man!” 

*We  have  done  something,  I  admit,’  Isold;  |  Kendal  read  this  letter  on  a  glowing  Au 
‘but  the  power  you  see  developed  in  her  now  arust  morninfir  as  he  walked  homeward  alone 
was  roused  in  her  when  months  ago  she  first 


peaceful  summer  with  your  book  and  your 
heather.  I  wish  I  had  anything  like  the 
same  digestion  for  work  that  you  have;  I 
never  saw  a  man  get  as  much  pleasure  out  of 
|  his  books  as  you  do.  To  me,  I  confess,  that 
work  is  always  work,  and  idleness  a  joyl 
I  “However,  no,  more  idleness  for  me  for  a 
good  while  to  coma  How  grand  she  will  be  in 
1  -that  last  act!  Where  were  my  eyes  last 
I*  spring?  I  wish  there  were  a  chance  of  her 
seeing  much  that  is  interesting  in  Paris. 
However,  flat  as  September  generally  is,  she 
will  get  some  Mol  i ere  at  the  ‘Francois,’  and 
your  sister  will  take  care  that  she  sees  the 
right  people.  Perrault,  1  bear,  is  to  give  her 
1  lessons— under  the  roen  — 


in  contract  with  the  new  world  and  the 
new  ideal  which  you  and  Eustace  represented 
to  her.’ 

‘There,  ray  dear  Eustace,  have  I  given 
you  your  due?  Oh,  Miss  Bretherton  says  to 
many  kind  things  about  you!  I’ll  take  espe¬ 
cial  pains  to  tell  you  some  of  them  next  tune 
I  write.’  \ 

WALLA  CI  TO  KXNDAL. 

VXNICX,  Aug.  27. 

“My  Dear  Kxxdal — This  has  been  a  day 


gust  morning  as  he  walked  homeward  along 
the  side  of  the  pond,  where  the  shade  of  the 
fir  trees  was  a  welcome  protection  against 
the  rising  heat  and  the  air  was  fragrant  with 
the  scent  of  the  ling,  which  was  just  out  in 
all  its  first  faint  flush  of  beauty.  Ho  threw 
himself  down  among  it  after  he  had  finished 
the  sheets  and  stared  for  long  at  the  sunlit, 
motionless  water,  bis  hat  drawn  forward 
over  his  brow?.  So  this  was  the  outcome  of 
italL  Isabel  Bretherton  was  about  to  be¬ 
come  a  great  actress— Undine  had  found  her 
soul! 


thuhfahttk'TrL^  '  °f  ®VeDtS  Which’ 1  believe-  wiU  interest  you  It  seemed  to  him,  as  he  lay  therrbusied  in 

*  '  ®  **  much  as  they  did  me.  I  told  Mme.  de  the  ling,  that  during  the  past  three  weeks  be 

■  Chateau v iea x  that  I  should  write  to  you  to-  had  lived  through  a  whole  drama  of  feeling 
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sight,  and  my  totter,  she  says,  must  do  io 
place  of  oue  from  her  for  a  day  or  two.  We 
hare  been  to  Toroelio  today— your  sister,  M. 


done? 

”  ‘Oh,’  I  said,  ‘uQthni; 
know  anything  at  all?’ 

“  ’Very  littto.  1  on.«<* 
at  Kingston.’ 

“•Very  well, then,’ I  went  »\  »nj  vtngthlp 

little  comedy  of  a  uegieotod  ttiuo . _.o,  -gi-t  a 

French  niaij.  a  Frvnoh  master  and  a  novel;  I 
will  provide  \  ou  with  “Consyin. .  an  t  a  trans¬ 
lation  to-morrow. 

"  ‘As  for  the  French  maid,’  she  answered, 
dubiouslv,  shaking  her  bead.  ‘I  don’t  know. 

iSf£ ^‘“3',  «•"•*»—»  *•«,«•.  'T»  ot  Love!  04.  ~  lb. 

perbop.  muivler  ber.  B„UV ^  ^  *«*.'"*&* 

- - - - there  in 


de  Chateauvieux,  Miss  Bretherton,  and  L 
•  la  ertn  s  lessona  The  expedition  itself  was  delightful,  but  that 
I  have  no  time  to  describe.  I  only  want  to 
tell  you  what  happened  when  we  got  to  Tor- 

c«Uol 

“But  first  you  will,  of  course,  know  from 
your  sister's  letter — she  tells  me  she  write*  to 
you  twice  a  week — how  absorbed  we  have  all 
been  in  the  artistic  progress  of  Miss  Brether¬ 
ton.  I  myself  never  saw  such  a  change,  such 


drama  which  had  ita  beginning,  its  com¬ 
plications,  its  climax.  While  it  had  been 
going  on  he  had  been  only  half  conscious  of 
its  bearings,  half  conscious  of  himself.  Wal¬ 
lace’s  totter  had  made  him  sensible  of  tho  sit¬ 
uation,  as  it  concerned  himself,  with  a  deci¬ 
sive  sharpness  and  completeness.  There  was 
Do  possibility  of  any  farther  self  delusion ; 
Ihe  last  defenses  were  overcome,  the  last  veil 
jet  ween  himself  and  the  pursuing  force 
which  bad  overtaken  him  had  fallen,  and 
Kendal,  with  a  shiver  of  pain,  found  him¬ 
self  looking  straight  into  the  wide,  hungry 


R*  Re  Heckel  &  Sons  25cts.,$3iYear. 


managed  and  the  no vc  l  Will|  i.or.e  ci  you 
laugh  at  me  if  you  see  me  trailing  a  French 
grammar  about  f 

"And  m>  she  fcz?  actually  Ivgun  today. 
Sb.*  makes  a  prvtcaso  of  kevpiu^:  !  ci  cove! 
and  a  1 1 * 1 1  dictionary  nt:  !  ;  .  .i:nniar 
Ui  a  lug  and  !  t.  -  ::i  ,u  anv 

one  a;>|vars  But  Paul  La*  already 
begun  to  tease  hi  :  a  si:  !...  :  .  v  and 

mysterious  occupation,  and  l  !  ...  that  he 


her  old  self,  that  the  new  self 
germ.  But  I  think  perhaps  it  may  have  been 
the  vast  disproportion  ol  her  celebrity  to  her 
performance  that  blinded  us  to  the  promise 
in  ber;  it  was  irritation  with  the  public  that 
made  us  deliver  an  over  hasty  verdict  on  her. 

“However  that  may  be,  I  hare  been  mak¬ 
ing  up  my  mind  for  some  days,  past  that  the 
embassy  on  behalf  of  Elvira  which  I  thrust 
upon  you,  and  which  you  so  cenerooslv 
i.l  present  y  >,end  «:.o  ...  aL:  j  ;  of  hu  onderteok.  we,  a  blunder  on  mv  part  which 
I  ue\cr  saw  any-  jt  wohld  be  delightful  to  repair,  and  which 


mornings  in  tcafrbuig  ls.r. 
Iwdv  attract  L.^i  tuu  -b 
diffcront  from  a:i>:t...g  L- 
and.  a>  saysjtLc  lux: 
gcuiusm  Her  -  ■«,  giti.us, 

—  ><  nv^t  stimalatiug  :  » : 


*'lutely 
•i  U-fore; 

v  and 
startled! 

.>i>t  Ji 

laen 

.  i  fore. 

.  ..  :uily 
:re-a 
i  cry 
.  '.Cat 


"Danngtlf  last  frw  du>- 1  . 
seeing  >i  much  of  Mi»  L.>  it 
She  li.i»  leva  dev  >t.:.g  bet's*-.; 
and  Paul  anil  1  have  Uvn  d  mg 
Wo  cannot  (vr^uado  her  t.. 

Large  dose  of  galleries,  it  »ei...» 
her  thoughts  are  pet  on  one  %nb  c  * 

subject  only— <uid  while  she  is  in  thu  first 
,tage  of  intensity  it  is  not  likely  that  any¬ 
thing  else  will  have  a  chance. 

“It  is  amusing  to  study  the  ilimtsftrtioo 
of  the  uncle  and  aunt  with  the  turn  things 
have  taken  >i:hv  they  toft  London.  Mr. 
Worrail  has  been  evidently  accustomed  to 
direct  his  niece’s  life  from  top  to  bottom _ to 


no  artistic  considerations  whatever  need  pre¬ 
vent  me  from  repairing.  You  cannot  throb 
how  divine  she  was  in  Juliet  the  other  night. 
Imperfect  and  harsh,  of  course,  here  *nH 
there,  but  still  a  creature  to  build  many  and 
great  hope*  upon,  if  ever  there  was  one  She 
is  shaking  off  trick  after  tnck;  your  brother- 
in-law  is  merciless  to  them  whenever  they 
appear,  and  abe  is  forever  working  with  a 
view  to  his  approval,  and  also,  I  think,  from 
two  or  three  things  she  h»«  said,  with  a 
memory  of  that  distant  standard  of  criticism 
which  she  believes  to  be  embodied  in  you! 

“M.  de  Chat#auvi««x  has  devoted  him—Ff 
to  her;  it  is  a  pretty  sight  to  see  them  to- 
Your  sisser  and  she,  too,  ore  in- 
Mparabte.  and  Mas  de  Chataaavtoax’s  quiet, 
equable  refinement  makes  a  good  contrast  to 
Miss  Bretherton N  mobility.  She  wul  never 
lose  the  imprint  of  ber  friendship  with  th—y 
two  people,  it  was  a  happy  thought  which 
tod  you  to  bring  them  together. 

“Wail,  w«  went  to  Toroelio.  and  I  watched 
for  an  opportunity  of  getting  ber  alona 
At  Mme  d*  Chatmuvieax  gar*  me 
ooe;  she  carried  off  ber  husband,  Raskin 
^*^  to  «®dy  tha  mosaics,  sad  Mia 
d  I  ware  toft  sitting  andsr 


love — sore  de- 
restlessness  of 

the  whole  being? 

The  bees  hummed  among  the  heather, 
every  now  and  then  a  little  brown  streaked 
lizard  rustled  faintly  beside  him,  a  pair  of 
kingfishers  flashed  across  the  pond.  Bat  be 
saw  and  beard  nothing,  responsive  as  every 
sense  in  him  commonly  was  to  the  details  of 
the  wild  life  about  him.  His  own  miserable 
reverie  absorbed  him.  What  was  it  that 
had  made  the  charm  of  those  early  weeks  in 
July  immediately  after  bis  parting  with  ber? 
What  was  it  which  had  added  rest  to  his 
work,  and  enchantment  to  the  summer  beauty 
of  the  country,  and.  like  a  hidden  harmony 
dimly  resonant  within  him,  had  kept  life 
tuneful  and  delightful?  He  could  put  words 
to  It  now.  It  had  been  nothing  less  than  a 
settled  foresight,  a  deep  conncuoo  of  Isabel 
Bretherton'*  failure!  What  a  tneacberv! 
But,  yes— the  viooo  perpetually  before  his 
eyes  had  been  the  vision  of  a  dying  fame,  a 
waning  oetobr.tr,  a  forsaken  and  discrowned 
beauty :  And  from  that  abandonment  and 
that  failure  be  had  dimly  foreseen  the 
nse  and  upspnngmg  of  new  and  indescnb- 
abto  joy.  He  had  seen  her.  conscious  of  de¬ 
feat  and  of  the  inexorable  limits  of  ber  own 
personality,  turning  to  the  rn»n  who  >»*■( 
read  her  truly  and  yet  bad  loved  ber.  sorely, 
from  the  very  beginning,  and  finding  in  his 
tov*  a  fresh  glory  and  an  all  sufficient  nas> 
latKm.  This  hod  been  the  inmost  train,  tne 
center,  the  kernel  of  ad  his  thought,  of  all  his 
Ufa  He  saw  it  now  with  sharp  distmctnem 
—now  that  every  perospiioa  was  inieaatfied 
by  pain  and  longing. 

Than,  os  he  ««it  over  the  past,  be  —  - 
bow  thte  (omnvuam  had  been  gradaa.ij 

Invaded  and  broken  ap  by  his  «sT - 

Ha  remembered  the  aaahVni 
with  which  ha  bad  read  tt 
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